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thought of them in the most abusive Arabic I knew,
I finished up by spitting almost in the Meccan's
face. Funnily enough, this did the trick. The
others roared with laughter, hustled the discom-
fited black man away, and loaded up the camels
without more ado.
Next day, the 28th, Convoy No. 2 left Akaba
according to plan, and I jumped for the last time
into the little Ford. For the last time I shoved it up
the Negab and looked out from the summit over
wind-swept Rum and the shimmering depths of the
Wady Araba. Then I turned with a sigh of relief
and drove on to Aba'l Lissan to superintend the
next stage. As I crested the Negab I saw the tail
of Convoy No. i turning into its camp among the
limestone boulders, and in another minute I was
back among my friends of three days ago. This
was my first experience of an uncanny effect of
moving backwards in time which was to become
very familiar during the next fortnight, as I passed,
and met, and repassed and met again the two long
lines of weary beasts straggling across the featureless
desert.
At Aba'l Lissan I found a certain liveliness, due to
a proclamation in King Hussein's newspaper which
had caused offence to Ja'far and his officers. The
night before they had all resigned, but there was
never any real fear that they would persist in this,
and my arrangements were not interfered with.
Both convoys had to be entirely reconstituted into
two marching columns before they left Aba'l Lissan.
Four hundred and twenty out of the twelve hundred
camels had to be fitted out as riding-camels with
brand-new saddles, bridles, and head-ropes, brought
up for them as loads from Akaba. Then the